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with Moliere of a new candidate—an attempt to compete
where competition was sure to entail failure—to imitate where
any imitation must prove a caricature. Beaumarchais him-
self committed this mistake when he allowed the "XewTar-
tuffe" to appear on the playbills; but even this daring genius
disavowed his presumptuous pretensions, and changed the ti-
tle to that of the " Guilty Mother."
As for a female Tartuffe, thank heaven no such being ever
existed. Moliere's demon is a complete fiend, without a sin-
gle redeeming point, and such a one could never find a lodg-
ing in a female heart. In the "Lady TartuSe" of Madame
de G-irardin there are flashes of repentance—there is love. In
the "Tartuffe" of Moliere there could be neither. Repent-
ance of itself washes away much sin, and where real love ex-
ists for a worthy object it regenerates the most erring nature:
Madame de Blossac herself tell us so. Tartuffe never felt one
moment's repentance, and the passion Elimire had excited in
him deserves quite another name than that of love.
Mademoiselle Rachel made a conscientious study of this rdle,
and though, as we have several times had occasion to remark,
very inferior in comedy to what she was in her own repertoire,
she played the character in the most creditable manner. This
was the more meritorious, as she disliked the part exceeding-
ly. Thsjinesse, the covert, subtle, subdued style required to
play the female hypocrite, were the opposites of the grand,
bold, daring passions of tragedy, and could not be natural in
Mademoiselle Rachel. What added greatly to the attraction
was that Sanson, her professor, took the part of the old mar-
shal, and their perfect understanding, long habit of studying
together, and knowledge of each other's powers produced a
result nearly amounting to perfection.
Still, though she played it well, and the play found fevor
with the public, the first night had welt-nigh proved fatal to
it. The authoress, indeed, was so greatly disappointed that
she wished to leave the theatre without speaking to Mademoi-
selle Rachel, under pretense of emotion. M. Regnier endeav-
ored to persuade her to the contrary, but for some little time
his efforts were vain. " No," exclaimed the vexed authoress,
" I can not see her; she has played wretchedly I"
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